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December 17, 1996 


Dear Harold: 


I do hope this finds you feeling better and 
able to enjoy the Holiday Season with your wife up 
there in what must be "the boondocks" of Maryland. 
Lordy, you must be waist-deep in snow right now. 

It is rainy and dreary down here — but I love it: 
great for reading, writing and thinking. I call it 
"Chekhov weather." 

There seem to be a plethora of new Assassinatio 
books coming out. Don't know how many times in 
the past months I've come across your name. It 
must please you that you have inspired these new 

writers and researchers as well as being 

greatly responsible for the opening up of all this 
material. The National Archives must be inundated. 

A month ago I spent two weeks in the New Orlean 
Library, going through old States-X-fcems and Times 
Picayunes and microfilm of three boxes of Miscl. 
from Jim Garrison's office that escaped the ravages 
of Harry Connlck. I was surprised and delighted 
to find the transcription of two lengthly telephone 
conversations with one Richard Davis (a new name 
to me). At that time ('76 ? -notes are with my 
typist) he was an important businessman in Houston. 
In the early 60 's he was running the Cuban Exile's 
training camp across the Lake Pontbharbrain in 
Lacomb. I made careful notes on the first phone 
exchange (you must have been taping it), but 
alas, even the original "copy" which they dug out 
of the files was illegible. Lordy, but I wish 
I had a copy of that — probably buried in your 
basement, right? 

Well, Harold, have a happy and health ier 
'97. Oh, I was in Norway in August. Thus the enclose 
poem, which I hope you enjoy. SincerelyP\,,_^^^ 
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